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AUTHOR’S NOTE 


Many of these poems are presented digitally 
for the very first time or were once available in 
that form but aren’t any longer. Most of these 
offerings are misfits, ones that were later 
forgotten, or more recent pieces which I’ve 
edited or remade. A brand-new addition, So 
long, and thanks for leaving your backyard 
gate ajar, was written in September of 2024 
and has no where else to go. It’s my hope that 
these poems will last much longer than | will, 
and that they’ll be a compatible complement 
to both Outré Cantata and Selected Poems 8" 


Edition. Thanks so much for reading. 


—Andreas Gripp 


Blank Notebooks 


When you’re a writer, people tend to give you 
blank notebooks as gifts. Sometimes, 

you see one with an enticing cover, 

one with a picture of a painting by Matisse, 
for instance, or a Viennese café 

with old world artists discussing philosophy 
and love over cups of cappuccino 

with strips of cherry strudel by their side, 

and you buy these hardcover books of empty, 
lined pages and then realize, after the euphoric 
moment of purchase has passed, 

that you’ve sentenced yourself 

to filling it with poetry or prose 

whether you want to or not. 


There’s nothing more demoralizing 

than having an entire row of virgin journals 
on the shelf, accentuating your failure 

to do what you’d promised yourself 

and others in your usual boastful manner. 
Sometimes, to lessen the sting 

of their spotting, 

you scatter them about your abode— 

one in the dresser, for example, and another 
under the bathroom sink, 

where it may garner dampness and mould, 
making it unworthy to write in. 


And that’s when your conniving hits its stride, 
the excuse you've been looking for 

to avoid telling your immediate circle 

of individuals that you’ve had writer’s block 

or have spent too much time on the sofa 
watching reality television or were just too lazy 
to get the job started never mind done; 


that all the caffeine in the universe 

couldn’t stain the pages with ink; 

that you were secretly hoping that termites 
would infest your place and that they were 
hungry for paper and bookbinder’s glue 

and you could show everyone 

the tattered red ribbon they left behind, 
that it was placed near the end 

of your magnum opus, 

the great dystopian novel where the world 
runs out of trees because madness gripped 
the poet and he was unable to stop 

his scribbling even when pens were smashed 
to bits by the masses and he grew sickly 

and pale from frantically jotting things down 
with the blood he once claimed as his own. 


The Cameo 


The years of the hunt 

have blurred on past 

like a passenger train at guard rails, 
where faces are impossible to recognize 
but waved to nonetheless, 

so as to greet 

in the comfort 

of anonymity. 


Then there are the treks to the jewellers, 
the flea market artisans 

and the antique markets 

where none was to be found 

but good luck in the search 

consistently heard. 


Yet now there’s one at last, 
made by a craftsman who’s clearly gay, 
who | could kiss in a flash of gratitude: 


a pallid silhouette, 

embossed as for the blind, 

amid the smooth of charcoal grey, 
Victorian she’d surely be, 

over a century in the making 

(and the finding), 


its stark revelation 
at the epilogue, 


the strings on standby 

to mark the credits’ 

ascending scroll, its appearance 
ever-memorable— 

in the less-is-more shock 

of such brevity. 


The Heirloom 


You've never wanted children. 


In a glass cabinet, 

your great-great grandfather’s 
pocket watch 

is on pellucid display, 


and though its face 

is free from error, 

every twelve hours, at 3:22, 
it serves no other purpose 
than as a keepsake 

from centuries past, 


meant to be bequeathed 

to ensuing generations 

‘til it cul-de-sac’d in us, 

locked in its translucent 

cell and the taciturn silence 

of this room, 

where even the minute breath 
of ticking would speak of life— 
for it, for us, and the ancestors 
to be forgotten 

before their allotted time 

has come. 


Chuck Barris 


That guy from The Gong Show 

Is dead. 

| only think of it 

because there’s a portable 

gong in this antique store, 

way out in the country 

where we say we’re never judged. 


The only reason 

for a gong like this 

was to summon someone for supper: 
an irritable granddad, conceivably, 
much too hard-of-hearing 

to heed a vocal call 

to consume. 


| don’t know how a gong 
came to symbolize 

artistic failure— 

a juggler dropping eggs, 

their shells now sticky shards; 
a ventriloquist 

flapping his lips 

like wind-blown ensigns 

ona ship; 


a gorilla-suited singer 
cracking notes 
in drunk falsetto— 


the padded mallet swinging 
really an act of euthanasia, 


sparing 
would-be performers 
further jeers and rotting fruit, 


its reverberations longer 
than a verbal shout to stop— 
but not so cruel and caustic. 


And then there’s 

Gene Gene the Dancing Machine— 
never allowed to finish 

his minimalist moves, 

cut off by a commercial 

before his inner Fred Astaire 

could be unleashed, 


score three 10s 

from adjudicators 

who were always on time 
for their dinner. 


Our Song, Many Years Later 


The ballad we once danced to, 
with its backdrop strings 
straining for prominence, 

the sombre piano forefront 

and the male & female singers 
championing forever, devoted, 
hold you tight, is now just a blare 
from the kitchen radio, 

the one that sits to accompany 
your fuming potato peeling, 
sullen stirring of stew, 

my reading of stocks and bonds 
amid another procrastination 
(on a promise to help you today). 


Your feet shuffle to the fridge 
and | note the murmur they make 
as your heels scrape the floor 

in running shoes— 

not unlike the pair you wore 
when music wasn’t noise 

and the only bonds | thought of 
held us ever-so-close together. 


Jefferson Airplane 


| was running late from the library 
and you let yourself in again, 

which | never mind, 

and you’re listening to some old LPs, 
or really just the usual one as | enter, 
my scratched Surrealistic Pillow, 


and you say you’re a ‘60s child too 
but like me, too young to offer 
decent recollection 

and no, we didn’t go to Woodstock 
or smoke a joint 

as kindergarten kids usually didn’t 
(even back then), 


but like Grace Slick, 

you ask if | want somebody to love 
and it’s not like | ever didn’t 

as you feign a go-go dance 

in boots and a skirt 

made when rebellion and love 
were synonyms in a language 
we’ve been too fearful to speak. 


Roomies 


You ride the rhythm of your snare 
as | attempt to scribe a stanza 
to Quan Yin. 


Maybe your distractions 
are deliberate— 

maybe you want my words 
to sound like shite 

(when our goddess 

of compassion reads along); 


nevertheless, 

I’ll stick your name 

beneath its close 

as co-conspirator, have her 
judge the couplet 

clearly worst, 

and we’ll argue over 

who saw and loved her first. 


Just give me a single drum roll 
as | pay my share of the rent, 
but do it like Blakey does, 
make me bop my way 
outside, 

oblivious to her rejection, 
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skipping down stairs 
while reciting Beatnik verse, 


escaping 

to see some paintings 

by a Greenwich Village drunk 
who, like us, 

has never mattered to anyone, 
on any path, to fucking 
enlightenment. 
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The Colour of Jazz 


The Trane provides me 

a view above the asphalt 

and the fault that splits 
below white and yellow lines. 


One-way signs of 
demarcation 

do not dissuade the cracks, 
from their jagged-tooth 
borders and thyme, 

edging shoulders sleeved 
in green. 


Camouflaged soldiers 
and the leaves of their tea 
a jasmine laced with coke. 


Teaching the world to sing, 
I'll join in % railing 

along the byway to terminus, 
regardless of trumpet melody 
and the solemnity 

of anthemic poems. 


You fade, in ‘67’s 
summertime fling, 
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only days before 
Detroit, sex and sax 
Supreme amid the flames. 


Impulsive Blue Notes holding 
in the infernal unfurling of flags, 
half-massed in the hell of Hanoi, 
on cloth too stained by black 
to be envisaged as red again. 
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St. Michael’s Quartet 


The cityscape is 

cracked and bleeding. 

You hear a trumpet 

in the middle of the road 
rage. Panners ask you for 
change. You tell them to fuck 
off. After the fact, you give 

a dollar to one, whisper Jesus 
saves. 


A puddle reflects the image 

of the light. When a pedestrian 

stomps right through it, 

the rays are eternally gone. 

Your very first thought is 

misanthropic, how someone can 

blot out our star, and then so heedlessly. 
Within seconds, a cloud conceals 

what’s above you, making it 
all-too-human. 
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This bus, the sound between the 
stops. The pushing in, against. 
There’s not a single space to hide you, 
jostled like a plaything. 

You desperately need to leave, 
before your destination— 


a walk 
so silent 
itis noise. 


The cemetery’s serene, 

like a proverbial valley 

with sheep. Who is worthy 

to shepherd you, to gently touch you 
with a staff? 


Ravens gather in a conspiracy. 

You were taught that they were 
hideous—their deathly, dissonant voices. 
Your inner child says 

they’re the most beautiful 

of the birds. 


Who can tell her she’s wrong? 
Who can tell her she’s wrong? 15 


Being Lazy on the Christian Sabbath 


Each Sunday we stop at her grave, 

to weed, to water, 

but really just to water 

since it’s considerably easier 

to sprinkle several flowers upright 

than to grimace and bend, 

pluck all that is unwelcome 

and blemishing this otherwise beautiful 
garden bed like a pre-prom facial breakout. 


But what we’ve come to deem as ugly 
needn’t be so, you tell me, 

perhaps as excuse to avoid doing 

what neither of us want to 

ona day of clear skies and western breezes 
beckoning a jaunt 

to the park or the beach; 


that when we are gone 

there is comeliness in what we reject, 
our perceptions blinding us and the dawn 
to what we’ve all refused to see 

when the sun’s no longer aglow, 


that after dusk causes daylight to recede 
into those places beyond our linear line 


of sight, 
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weeds regarded as nuisance, unsightly, 
waiting to be pulled 

when procrastination abates, 

sprout flowers too beautiful 

for the sunshine and the living 

to comprehend, neighbouring spirits visiting 
to inhale the fragrances meant 

for the buried, 

those passed away to some supposedly 
better place. 
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Brother Dominic’s Evening Vespers 


Your candle weeps 
in rivulets, 

a flow of translucent 
wax, 

tears that freeze 
while warm, 


grow opaque, 
harden, 


like a heart that loved 
and lost, 


shrunk, 


in the heat 
of its own making. 
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The prayers, yes, 

are recited, 

in the Latin you learned 
while young, 


and at the Seminary 
you tried to forget her, 
her words a melodic 
scale, sacred 

as Gregorian chant, 


without brass 

or string 

to accompany, 

divine in its naked key. 
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Let your incense 
rise and fill, 
sandalwood dispel 
what was, 


for the sense of smell, 
they say, 

triggers memory 
more than all, 


and the statue by which 
you kneel, 
is scented with 


cinnamon, sage— 


two of her favourite things. 
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Within the monastic 
library: 

love poems, 

only one such book 
on the shelf, 
surrounded by 
theology texts, 

the dogma 

all dog-eared. 


But this: 

her auburn crown is wet 
from all my weeping, 

my sweat and ever-clinging, 
in a pristine, virgin volume, 


given by the monk 
who long ago, 

before you were born, 
loved a woman 

as dearly as you have. 
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Private Ross, Royal Canadian Regiment 


Uncle Ross, aloof, reserved, 

aging beyond his years, 

lives on the street that bears his name, 

a non-descript, three-block path 

that touches the possible names 

of the sons he never had: 

Logan, Taylor, Elliot— 

a man of pitied schooling though that too 
mimicked his moniker: 

Ross Secondary, the school for challenged kids, 
estranged from social norms and expectations, 
where he learned 

the craft of cooking, 

for himself—never the girl 

he loved and lost. 


Uncle Ross visits the RCR Museum 
every Sunday, says 

he trained for war 

when he was young, 

when Wolseley Barracks brimmed 
with youths who never dreamt 
that beaches could have bullets 
as plentiful as sand, 


and though he wasn’t born 
until it ended, 
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| don’t dispute his fantasy, his timeline gone 
amok, 


that when he says he wished he’d died 
on France’s D-Day shore, 

| simply nod and eye the rifle 

that’s always on display, 

also christened Ross, 


think how lonely 

he must be 

to yearn for German fire, 
for June of ’44, 

on sucha breezy, brilliant, 
summer day as this. 
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Janice, at St. Matthew’s, 
before the pills were swallowed 


The final meal, 

Last Supper-ish, it wasn’t; 

no friend to dip some bread with, 
no beloved upon your breast. 


By the window, 

the laughter from the crowd 
of sexy girls, 

texting ‘bout the things 
you'll never know, 


the boys, 
the rivals, 


and it might be for the better, 
their cries of effing loser 
within an earshot of your table, 
the one reserved for sci-fis 

and the fat, 


their insults an audition 

for inclusion in the clique, 
the one that picks the callous 
and the cruel, 
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the one to be indifferent 
come your locker’s 
vacancy, 


the empty, corner places 
where you’d sat. 
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Faces 


I'm leafing through the yearbook 

you'd forgotten at my place— 

the night you gave me a guided tour 

of your fabled foes and sorted friends 
and | was much too preoccupied then 
with your countenance 

but now I'm going through the various 
female faces 

and picking out ones I'd have a crush on 
if I'd attended your school at that time. 


Look, the girl who led a clique 

that snickered at your "crow's nest hair" 
and "grandpa cardigan" — 

now appearing rather cute and more 
intelligent 

than you conveyed in her grade 11 photo, 
ready to hear my quivering voice 

beside her locker as she feigns disinterest, 
ready to cut me down mid-speech 

as | ask her to a semi-formal 

that none of us attended that year. 
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The Postulant 


You asked me if I’d still love you 
if you became a nun, 

an odd thing to inquire | thought 
as I’ve never heard you consider 
religious vows 

or donning a veil or habit— 


in fact I’ve yet to see you pray 
although | really think you do, 

before you’re asleep in the guest room 
after a glass of wine too many 

(like tonight), 

mumbling something about its redness, 
its salvation from our iniquities 

but then it wouldn’t just be wine 

but the result of a priestly 
sign-of-the-cross; 


and | can’t hear anything more 
through this heavy, wooden door 
| once carried up the stairs, 
sweating, knees buckling, 

falling more than once. 


27 


The Sapling 


After years of talk 

and deferral, 

this is the Spring 

| planted the sapling, 
the one to be our tree 
(albeit a little too late). 


And someday in our future, 
when we’re much too old to climb, 
too frail to sup in its shade, 


in wheelchairs, perhaps, we’ll be, 
seeing its bounty 

unfold by the window, 

from inside a pane of glass: 


an umbrella of sheltering leaves, 
a cathedral for choral birds, 
a path for dashing squirrels; 


and when we’re gone, 
when another mated pair 
dwell within our past abode, 
its bark will await the touch, 
engraving, 
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from this couple’s supple hands 
(without procrastination), 


tender as our own in times 
when love and seed were one. 
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Beach Baby, 40 Years Later 


All the sunbathers 

save one are rather young— 
Coppertone, Hawaiian Tropic 
bouncing beams from taut bellies 
and shapely thighs— 

attracting gawkers mostly male 
as well as a pair 

of female marchers 

I’d seen at the recent 

Pride Parade. 


Then there’s the woman in black— 
not a spectre from a graveyard 

or a burka-clad visitor 

from afar 

but a past-her-prime and plumpish 
matriarch, 

garnering no first 

and second glances 

from the ones who look for flesh 
under the guise 

of seeking stones to skip 

across the sheen of lake. 
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Her bikini in the sand 
reveals the creases 

and the rolls of 

excess food, childbirth— 


a difficult delivery 
to a stillborn 
terminus, 


a husband who fled 
for a teenaged touch, 


and the body 

bearing those wounds 
now the periodic brunt 
of sneers from those 
who dare to peek, 


feigning that they’re squinting 


from the light. 
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Aging 


You forgave my common blunder 
when | came back from the grocer’s 
with peaches instead of nectarines. 
One was slightly fuzzed, 

the other smooth 

like the freshly-shaven skin 

that you prefer. 


You chuckled 

about the time | picked up pizza 
when | was to pick you up 

at the piazza, 

your arms bearing the weight 
of seven shopping bags 

and having to usurp 

3 seats on the bus. 


And then my errand 

to fetch a date stamp, 

returning with a pack 

of dried fruit 

and the postage with which to mail it— 
of little use 

to your pad of black ink. 

| heard nothing but laughter 

for days. 
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But this time it’s different— 
your eyes pooling 

at the sight 

of the red and white can 

of Carnation evaporated milk; 
the ridge-rich vase beside it 
void of your favourite, reliable 
flowers by which I’ve marked 
our anniversary for years. 
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Perennial 


| surmise 

that the child 

picks the flower 
because of her belief 
it will return, 
without 

the need 

of replanting. 


We take it for granted, 
that somehow 

they’ll just reappear, 
each one birthed of bulbs 
that mother sowed 

so long ago, 


a perennial 

adhering to schedule, 
arising 

as if on cue, 


and from where this girl 


has come 
| do not know, 
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perhaps she’s 

the awkward youngster 
down the lane, 

who rides a bicycle 

in the snow, 

who only considers seasons 
in the petals, 

pedalling in futility 

as her spokes all clog 

with white, 


the colours of the living 
sleeping soundly, 

ina ground 

that’s not yet ripe. 
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Cotton 


Labelled pure, 


but tainted 
in its youth; 


white picked 

by Black, 

by lash 

and heavy chains; 


the divine right 
of soft, 


added comfort 
for the masters 
of the South; 


metaphor 

for our clouds, 
hosting feet 

of all angelic, 
never a sound 
or abrasive 
brush. 
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History, 

I’ve heard. 

Its stains 

are cleansed as wool. 


Our child’s Sunday dress 

is light and gentle on her skin— 
the feather of a dove, 

its coo and tickly breath; 


its birth 
in Bangladesh 


plucked 
from thought, 


the tiny hands 
that made it 


never felt. 
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Hippies 


We evolved, we like to state, 
since the days we fell from highs, 


fled our bareness 
and our beads, 


sat at home 

instead of marching , 
pumped our cars 
with fossil fuels, 


became 
the 9-to-5-ers 
we'd disdainfully despised, 


never glancing at the homeless 
that we claim we never see, 
the ones who always 

make us feel discomfort, 

while lounging on our sofas, 
while the world’s 

about to blast to smithereens; 


and the more things remain 


the same, the more we say 
we changed them. 
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On the bliss of our collective ignorance 


Let the Fur, 

Zaghawa, 

Massaleit, 

mean nothing at all to us. 


Let Darfur remain a reference, 
vague, to be sometimes heard 
as filler, when what’s cooling 
on the back-end 

burner is calmly 
condescended to, 

allowed a scant 

half-minute of mention. 


Let a late-night 
documentary 

on the pulse of genocide 
give its nod to west Sudan, 
to the region 

that was touched upon 
earlier in this poem. 


Now flip the jarring channel 
just as quickly as you can, 
as if acommercial’s 
annoyance, 

an interruption, 
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a splash 
in the sleeping face 
of our complacent, crass TV. 


Let the villages be burned 

and watch their women, raped by gangs; 
let the Janjaweed 

wield machetes 

and the children lose their limbs— 

we only save for oil. 


Let the camps swell up 

like a wave, crash 

from overcrowding, 

stomachs cave and bulge 

and the sickness be unnamed: 


it’s hard 

to remember 

each one, 

easier, by far, to say 


we did not know about it, 
we did not know about it, 
davon haben wir nichts gewuft. 


(the final line of this poem is in German) 
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The Bedridden 


It was like that drive through Appalachia, 
the tin-can houses and the faces of the poor 
who stared with owl eyes 

in midday light. 


You were despondent then, 

and now | bring you lavender and tea 
and a jelly-filled crumpet 

to make your mourning better. 


When dinner comes, I'll cheer you 

with a lemon loaf and Shelley sonnet, 

cane sugar, raw and freshly picked, 

to sweeten the sting that bitterness brings, 
glossing the thought of those 

who reaped the crop so long ago 

and knew of a sorrow deeper 

than those mountain folk hummed 
without singing a single word. 
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Kobe and Curly 


Never played against each 
other, men of a different 
era—one, super serious 
but with a smile, leading 
the Lakers to domination, 


the other, a jester on the 
court, spinning a ball upon 
his index and landing buckets 
behind his back, 


expiring inside his home 
after years of trotting the globe 


while his counterpart, 
afloat amid 

slam-dunks, 

plunging from the sky 

with the daughter he held 
tightly, who followed in his 
footsteps, neither knowing 
there were no time outs 
from the sidelines, no fouls 
to be given. 
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Leaving the Beach 


The seagull 

takes our discard 
upon its dive, 

that piece of rye 
we Cast aside 
because the crust 
was much too dry, 


abandoned in what signifies 
the lack of what is moist— 
sand in all its coarseness, 


grains of which take flight 
whenever winds whip up 
their gales, 

or when the lucky 

ride the down of wings 
of birds 

indebted to bread. 
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Intellectuals 


“Nice people, these intellectuals” 
—Raymond Souster 


Like me, 

| think of Raymond 

as that square-pegged poet 

sitting gravely at the kitchen’s rear, 
debating with a maid 

about the motherly cat on the floor, 
drunk on Scotch 

as all the intelligentsia were 

at this nice people’s party, 

full of falsities and jealous sex, 


and all that’s left to mark the occasion 
are the bitter stanzas squeezed 


from lemon and lies 


and the sarcasm that comes with age. 
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Niagara Falls 


Another honeymoon 

can only make it worse: 
beside the escarpment 
spilling its white, 

girdled by couples lost more 
in their partner’s eyes 

than in the mounting mist 
below them, 


and you, not noticing 

I’ve cut my hair, that I’ve left 
my glasses behind, 

that / love you is drowning 

in rumbles, a daredevil 

in a barrel, cleft upon the rock, 


interment in water 
rather than earth, 
with no one to leave fresh flowers. 
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Conscience 


Every chance you get 

you paint me guilty, 

the branch of blame 

that tames my ill-timed spirit— 


my leaving 15 seconds late 
which will bring our car 

to hit a straggling child, 
stepping out into the street 
(after the crossing guard has left 
and I’ve run a yellow light); 


or the time that | snuck in- 
to the matinée, 

plopping into the only 
available seat, 

causing a limping widow 
to miss her final film 
before she passes, 


and even now, 

as | toss a wind-chafed stone 
into the sea, 

how it took ten million years 


to reach the shore, 
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that in my calloused state 

its arduous trek 

was now for naught— 

and not for the simple pleasure 
it had brought me. 
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The Centaur 


Oh, to be like a Centaur, 
the wretched male 

poet 

at the open mic 

began, 

with the face 

and soul of a man, 

and the freedom to gallop 
as a horse, 


and that’s when we 
snuck out, 
regardless 

that it was rude, 
having wisely 
taken the table 

at the rear, 


by the exit door 

ajar 

for circulation— 

or maybe the attempt 
to shut it 

was luckily weak, 
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feeble 

as the poems 

we'd been subjected to, 
though perhaps 

no worse 

than our own, 


and our addendums 

on the sidewalk 

may have given this point 
some credence: 


To be your own jockey, 
you wryly chimed in, 
never waiting 

in the rain 

fora cab, 


swatting the bugs 
away 

with my tail, 

| pretended 

to read 

with a snort, 

as | kiss you 

ina stable 

under stars ... 
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And it failed to dawn on us 
that the Centaur’s true 
existence, 

like the slovenly poet 
we’d mocked, 

might be made 

of distressing nights, 


perhaps the sting 

of some rejection, 
the constant sense 
he’s less than a man, 


no place 

where he’II ever fit in, 
no home 

in which he’s welcome, 


that he’ll be standing 
on legs that ache, 
that any sleep 

that’s coming 

is a miracle, 


an awful, 
bed-less miracle. 
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Simon & Garfunkel 


| have my books and my poetry to protect me 


—from “lam a Rock” 


And in their armour, yes, 
there is shielding, 

there are words about love 
and touch that are consigned 
to their lonely pages 

and the tangibility of it all 

is noted in the paper cut 
that’s beginning to heal 
behind its Caucasian bandage. 


One fine day I’Il make a fort 

out of my volumes of verse, 

hide behind its bricks with a six-string, 
fend off the black-hatted villains 
with a cover of Scarborough Fair, 
imagine you’re going with me 

on a fairly pleasant day 

when I’ve left all the books behind, 
save the one in my jacket pocket, 
the Frost | recite from 

when we’re beneath the weeping 
willow that clearly doesn’t belong 
in the scene and yet it, like me, 
continues to stand by itself 

with its slumping visage, 

its defiant tears. 
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Herbs 


With Autumn’s approach, 
all that is left 
of my garden 
are the herbs, 


the parsley, 

oregano, 

dill & peppermint leaves, 
the ones I’d saved 

for you, 

though you’d said 

you'd never love me, 


their perennial popping up 
less of a beautiful thing 

each year, 

becoming bitter bit-by-bit 
with every passing, spreading 
of season. 
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So long, and thanks for leaving 


your backyard gate ajar 


This Rottie’s tongue 
is jutting between 
its fangs, like a sock 
that’s soaked in 
slobber, 


ina chilling 
maw of 
stalactites— 

its pointy teeth 
long-chiselled by 
DNA. 


| take solace 

amid its growls, that my 
Cloudrunners 

are broken in, 


raised at the heel 
and ready, as if poised 
ina starting block— 


awaiting the 
shotgun’s 
crack, 


a bark like a 
bullet to the sky. 
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The Postman 


Yes, he told me, 

the postman did, 

about the rain 

and getting wet 

and the letters kept dry 
ina big, grey mailbag 

and | offered him 

some soup, 

a biscuit saved 

at breakfast 

and my early morning 
paper, 

not much, mind you, 

a token gesture 

of gratitude 

for the time, 

also when it poured, 

he’d brought me 

your final letter, 

one not lucky enough 

to make it unscathed 
from the onslaught of clouds 
or was it 

my tears on hand on envelope 
in sensing a dry goodbye? 
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The Vase 


My vase had always been empty 

before today, one of those 
couldn’t-think-of-anything-else-to-get-you 
kind of Christmas presents someone gave me, 
or maybe it was a birthday gift 

so long ago I’d forgotten, 

but what | didn’t forget 

was the 10" anniversary of our meeting, 

of our friendship’s fruition, 

of wishing it were more than that, 

that dahlias are your favourite flowers 
(though | don’t concur with their aesthetics), 
that there’s a photo of you somewhere 

with a wilting one in your hair, 

its white jaggedly bordered in brown or grey, 
that there’s a pink or red one 

that I’m hoping you'll place above your ear, 
that you won't say, as you always seem to do 
whenever romantic overtures 

are cast your wary way, anything more 

will never work, don’t you see? 

and | can’t, blind to love as | am to colour, 

its flagrant shades of meaning. 
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This Isn’t Quarrelling 


The first time you got angry 

was at the fountain 

in front of my apartment: 

A humble little thing, 

a boy cherub, wings chipped 

and fungus on his face 

and the water spouting beneath him 
just a little bit more than a trickle. 
You’re wasting your money on wishes 
you said, as if you knew my invocation 
was for you, my dollar coin dropping 
into stagnancy. 

You could have given the waitress 

a bigger tip. Made us look cheap. 
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The second time we had a spat 

was in the rear of the walk-up, 

where | have a modest garden, 

9 feet by 9, the superintendent 

indifferent to my plowing 

of dead, yellow grass. 

No one sits there anyway, 

he says, plastic patio furniture gathering 
mould and the stains from hovering birds. 

| didn’t like the potatoes you gave me 

last year, you confessed without me coaxing 
for an opinion. Too many eyes. They don’t look 
that way in the store. 
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Clothing 


Today was 

less eventful 

than the norm, 
the ho-hum talk 
of boredom 
leading to subjects 
rather silly: 


most notably, 

while sorting through 
laundry, how our clothes 
are lifeless shrouds, 
merely wrappers 
without a will: 


gloves with palms and fingers 
and yet unable to wave 

on their own, 

turn a handle 

without a hand 

that’s slipped within; 


the dress that’s frilled and airy, 


the perfect attire 
for dance, 


58 


too weak 

to spin and shimmy 
without your figure 
to flesh it out; 


my collared shirt 

and pants, 

whose elbows, knees, 
can’t bend 

(helpless 

without my bones); 


and our shoes that only dream 
of walking solo, 

to the very ends of the earth, 
beholden 

to the feet 

that lift and lead, 

nothing in our closet 

that’s beneath them. 
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On An April Afternoon 


My hands are colder 

than before, 

though they’re snuggled 

in my pockets, 

with woolly mittens on, 
and still they are colder 
than before, 

on this April afternoon, 
with tulips on their way, 
daffodils rising, 

feeling prouder by the day, 
with heads no longer slumped, 
as mine is at this moment, 
trudging without your 
presence. 


Before, in March, 

with the air sweeping flakes 

of scattered snow, 

and what blossoms 

then just bulbs in dormant ground, 
we walked throughout the park, 
fingers, thumbs, entwined, 


without mittens, gloves, 
nothing but pulsing palms 


to keep us warm. 
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Coffee, 8am 


On the days that you’re away, 

| take for granted the silence 
that’s supposed to bring me peace, 
yet it’s not a tranquil pause | feel 
but vacancy owning your imprint— 


at the table, for instance, 

in the chair 

currently missing your shapely form, 
a phantom passing sugar 

you’ve said is bad for me, 

that I’m inattentive to my actions, 
my heedless, heaping spoonfuls. 
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Shortstop Sociologist 


Let’s study the professor’s 
painting, 

the first he’s ever shown— 
it’s more than just a hobby, 
filling an end-of-tenure 
void. 


Remember when he told us, 
here, in his study, 

amid the texts on rich and poor, 
how he dreamed of clearing 
fences, 

catching grounders in the dirt? 


Now then, in oil: 

blots of forest green, 

for scattered shrubs and trees, 
don’t call them smears of nothing, 
a toddler’s first attempt. 


In the centre, lines of grey, 

the shape of memory’s 
diamond— 

not a jewel befitting a ring 

but rather one to mark the bases, 
a nod to childhood. 
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The orange-yellow strokes 
are morning light, 

and the stubby brown 

at the bottom: weeds, 
shrivelled, 

after weeks of dog-day heat. 


There are no sticks of people, 
no baseballs struck by bats, 


just vacancy, 


a morning’s tranquil 
arrival, 

the calm before the crowd, 
surely on their way, 


captured, they’d be, 

if the canvas had been larger, 
in life-like pose and motion, 
revealing 

the artist’s prowess, 


a hot dog vendor’s shadow 
just beyond 
the wooden frame. 
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Waiting at the honky-tonk, 4 drinks later 


When my friend, fresh 
from her Dylan Thomas 
dissertation, 

finally shows up 

with a Seagram’s face, 

| grow wary 

of her innuendo, 

her philosophical drool, 
delivered one slurred poem 
at a time— 


and the brevity of seconds 
pass, my drunken incarnation 
punches back, 

and if | can match her shot- 
for-shot, I’ll spout the same 
solipsist creed 

without the call for cabs 

and bouncers, 


inebriated enough 
to attain Bukowskian wows, 


undecided on which desire 
to lay hold of: 
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to silence her with the shriek 
of a cowboy’s drawl, 

or to lay at her feet, extradited 
from inhibition, 

my applause taking 

the form of a kiss 

she has but seconds 

to accept. 
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Intelligentsia 


If Corso had been sober, 

he might’ve made the Norton C. 
| say The Beats 

beat themselves, 

a Robert Frost- 

ed mediocrity is better, 

and the cake | tried to bake 

for One Hundred Ferlinghettis? 
Burnt in the Black Forest. 


Forest City kingdom 

keepers of all things art 

and verse 

have given me the brush— 
I’m just a pan getting flashed, 
a fan who’s traded teams 
twice too often, 

my jersey numberless 

with the nameplate 
brown-on-brown. 


The Browning 

Bookshop was a playground 
of Frisco lit; its basement, 

a round-about fire- 

trap. Even earwigs hide away 
for fear of embers. 
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Our inebriated 

half-a-dozen 

will never add to six, 

gallery or not. 

It’s see and seem to be seen— 
there’s no need to ask for 
seconds. 


On the day you went 

in your wheelchair, 
Dadaists flocking drunk, 
you had a hole 

within your pocket 

and the steps weren’t worth 
the risk. Give your twenty 
to the handlers— 

they’re inhaling Justin’s pot, 
on the sidewalk just out- 
side. They promise 

it’ll be spent 

ona meal. Meatless, 

within a hundred 

miles farmed. 
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Even the devil’s 

food 

leaves its darkest crumbs 
for birds. 

See them fly away 
before they’re shooed, 
murmurations 

casting warnings 

to those below 

who’ve yet to learn. 


| talk of plucking rainbows 

off their shirts; 

that all of the crayon’s colours 
add to noir. Now take 

a spectrum’s sliver 

from the mix. 

See? It no longer makes 

any sense, their words. 
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gaslit 


rubber-room reservation 
crooked strait- 

jacket bracketed 

in pining opinions 

on opiate overdose 
you'd driven me to 

in recesses without a bell 


and the pal in principal 
never showed in 

detention détente 

and the cold war just started 
to build its berlin wall 


you were hammered 

in the hammer 

when hamilton lost its smog 
and the steel was stolen 

so stealthfully 


the stole was fake and the mink 
still has its fur— 

even your steak has a stake 

in its future— 


see the bean curd 

curdle on the plate 

it mirrored meat but never was 
it’s the only thing you ever pitied 
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Opening Gala for Daniel Kotter, 
Artist-in-Residence 


Your dirty sock 

flunked you out of school 

and that set you on your way 
(your classmates painted apples 
and got 10 A’s and B’s and C’s). 


We signed “we love you” in ASL 
but wouldn’t call on teletype. 
You sighed in corners 

while we danced, 

a token flower 

pressed on walls. 


| saw you five years later, 

got your website from a card. 
Your portfolio: 

a pack of smokes— 

you cough your days away. 


Put a lampshade in your freezer, 

call it je ne sais quoi. 

Sketch the neighbour raking snowflakes 
with a pool cue and a spade. 
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Snatch the peaches on the terrace 
and the mound of trash and tin. 
It’s not too loud on small deaf ears 
or eyes that see pure gold. 


The gallery was closed by 3 
and no one stopped to gawk. 
You stood so still in nakedness: 
breath caught on windows, 
face that flushed with shame; 
none to come and cover. 
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First of the Month 


The Superintendent 
doesn’t give an oversized 
mouse’s ass that I write 
poetry. He doesn’t realize 
that I’m credited, on Wikipedia, 
with creating the shanzi, 

a poor man’s haiku with 
extra lines and a shitty title. 
| tell him that someone 
from Bulgaria wrote one 
and posted it on their blog, 


that I’ve never even met 
this woman from Sofia, 


and | earn no bonus points 
for adding that’s her 

actual name, 

which is just a lame boomer 
joke he replies, 


that he doesn’t get haiku 

or its observation of the moment 
or the 5-7-5, 

that one more late payment 

and it’s my third strike 
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and | say he might actually like it 

if he’d give it a chance 

and see the uplifting beauty 

of its call to serenity 

and that the animals | scrawl about 
are a lot nicer than the crotchety 
old people in this run-down 
walk-up, knowing he simply 

won't give me a break on the 

rent no matter how many more | shove 
under his roach-infested door. 
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Leap Year 


| have four years’ 

notice that it’s coming, 

this quadrennial appendage 
to winter, wondering why 
there isn’t a 31° of June 
instead, how an extra day of 
summer would be preferable, 


that I’ve yet to write a poem 
to mark the occasion, that I’d 
better do it this time, since 
2024 is nearly here, 


talk about the poor souls 

who have to celebrate their day 
of birth on February’s 

28", every three-of-four swings 
about the sun, 

or worse, at the lamb’s 

or lion’s demarcation, 

marching into a month 

that has never marked their exit 
from the womb in the first place. 


Some scientist-type said 
if it weren’t for the leap year, 
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we'd eventually have snow 

in July, our Great Lake beachfronts 
housing ice castles 

and every bikini 

covered up ina coat. 


But then, the opposite would 
have to be true—putting up 

the mistletoe 

while the kids outside 
skateboard down the street 
wearing shorts, playing baseball 
out-of-season and the burly boy 
at the plate smacking a homer 
into the neighbour’s window, 
narrowly missing the Christmas tree 
cut from the county woods, 


like it would if this were LA, 
the Dodgers winning some phantom 
World Series in the imagination 


of a child who’s never learned how to 


ski in his life. 
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Excerpts from the Psalms of Jasmine 


Today you will learn of touch. 

Not the one of late in the 

night but that of early morning, when 
the neighbour’s cat rubs against your leg 
and the leaf you keep in your coat 
sounds like static on the AM station, 
the one that’s far away 

and always plays that hated song. 

It is named after mother, who’s kept 
her tongue in a sieve and uttered 
nothing but keep quiet, we 

don’t talk of such things. 


Now that you’re twelve, 

the boy in front of you 

scribes his love for you in a note. 
Though he’s beautiful at this moment, 
you know, through the cruelty 

that is time, he’ll one day 

look like him, a vision 

you can never 

bear to see. 


76 


19, and your poems are crumpled 

into balls, set aflame. You call them stars 
and christen them—Antares, Betelgeuse, 
Sirius and Sol. Are there ones 

who live ‘round others, look 

out toward our own? 

What do they call it, and is there a single 
mote of you they’d understand? 


Your palms cupped the sand, 

when you went to the beach as a girl, 
each grain a light in the sky, 
whenever the dark arose 

and you wished your father 

was too drunk 

to call for you. 


The next morning, you thought of 
the shoreline left behind: 

a castle, peopled with cigarette 
butts, ones he’d tossed aside 

as you built and prayed, 

hoping your ass wasn’t 

showing in the sun. 
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Kurt Cobain 


The guy that’s 
on this record 
took his life 
in’94, 


his bitter voice 

a pitch 

off canyon 

cliffs, 

ensnared beyond 
the speed 

of racing light, 


my ears, 
telescopic 

in our history’s 
sticky web. 


The actor 

in this movie 
swallowed pills 
in’62, 

yet here she is, 
lovely, 


radiant, 
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as if her hair & eyes & flesh 
existed still 

upon her bones, 

as though there were 
no coffin 

housing skeletal 
remains, 

no headstone as a 
coda, 

monolith to mark 
finis. 


Stay with me tonight, 
you restless, roving 
spirits, 

in the spheres 

of yesteryear, 

your tunnels tied through 
tubes, 

transmitted 

to the screens 

of our invention, 

to the speakers 

by which we hear. 


Let me feel no fear 
as our sun gives way 
to stars, 
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with windows 
now ajar, 


when crickets 

are the choir 

that accompany 
your performance, 


and the owls’ 

wave of wings 

the applause 

for which you’re due, 
their endless hoots of 
encore 

crossing through 

my crooked blinds. 
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Dead End 


The house 

at the end of the street 
is being torn and gutted 
today. 


The crews are there, 
the backhoe, 
trucks to haul debris. 


Inside, 

| picture ghosts 
pacing hallways 
one last time, 


closing 

creaky cupboards 
to the squeaks 

of cornered mice, 


baited by the trap 
of phantom food, 


with the shards 

of broken mirrors 
bouncing shadows 
from the past: 


a boy now home 
from school, 
black-eyed 

from the bully, 


his sister 

in her room 

in bobby socks, 
Sinatra’s Night & Day 
spilling out, 


his mother 

in the kitchen 
making soup, 
the chicken 
from the freezer 
nearly thawed, 


her husband 
slamming doors 
from a hard day’s 
work, 


shouting why 


is nothing ready?! 
and turn it down!, 
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his stepson’s 
fleeing feet 
masking cries 

of crumbling walls, 


the shine 


of a shameful bruise. 
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Thoughts on the Afterlife 
—for Maria 


They say 

we'll meet again, 

in myths of tunneled light, 
glowing wisps 

of cheering dead; 


an ethereal Welcome 
Wagon, bestowing laurels 
for noble lives. 


Yet neither you 
nor | could merit 
such a wreath, 

a prize proclaiming 
survival, 


a crown 
achieved 

by the race 
of rabid legs. 


You, cut and severed, 


by a cancer’s 
sickled swipe; 
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myself, ever-wary 
that I’m failing 
before the finish, 


denying the fable 
of that abode, 


that each coffin’s 
the only comfort 
we are given. 
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Doomsday 


I’ve never believed the apocalypse 
will come, 

that the Mayans ever said 

it would, 


espousing instead 

that the alignment of the 
planets 

is simple cosmology— 

no pull on our tides or our fate. 


It’s not to say 

there isn’t a final trumpet, 
the inflation of our star 
like the swell of a balloon 
(and a most beautiful burst 
and nova); 


it’s not to say our DNA 
won't ripple through the universe 
like the calm of a petering 


wave, 


or | won’t meet my own 
unfortunate close someday, 
after I’ve scribbled a poem 
about the ocean’s demise 
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or the death of my high school 
love, 


that | could be struck by a driver 
not paying attention, 

thinking of the 

diagnosis 

he was given earlier, 

envious 

of my quick-to-happen 
departure, 


the crawl of cancer 
consuming his fear 

that the world will someday 
end. 


87 


The author of various books of poetry, as 


well as one of short fiction and another of 
photography, Andreas Gripp lives in London, 
Ontario, with his wife, Carrie. 


Reminiscent of Cohen but more biting. A gifted, eloquent, and very brave bard. 
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